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affaks of state \ Max enters : he is just returned from convoy-
ing the Princess Thekla, and her mother, the daughter and the
wife of Friedland, to the camp at Pilsen.

ACT I. SCENE IV.
MAX PICCOLOMINI, OCTAVIO PICCOLOMINI, QUESTENBEBG.

MAX ?T is lie himself!   My father, welcome, welcome !

[He embraces Mm: on turning round, lie observes Questeriberg^

and draws coldly lack.
Busied, I perceive ?   I will not interrupt you.

OCT. How now. Max ?   View this stranger better!
An old Mend deserves regard and kindness ;
The Kaiser's messenger should be revered!

MAX [drily].   Von Questenberg!   If it is good that brings you
To our head-quarters, welcome !

QUEST, [has taJcen Ms hand].  Nay, draw not
Your hand away, Count Piccolomini!
'Not on mine own account alone I grasp it,
And nothing common will I say therewith.

Octavio, Max, Piccolomini!                       [Taking loth their hands.

Names of benignant solemn import!   Never
Can Austria's fortune fail while two such stars,
To guide and guard her, gleam above our hosts.

MAX. You play it wrong, Sir Minister!   To praise,
I wot, you come not hither; to blame and censure
You are come.   Let me be no exception.

OCT. [to Max].   He comes from Court, where every one is not
So well contented with the Duke as here.

MAX. And what new fault have they to charge him with ?
That he alone decides what he alone
Can understand ?   Well!    Should it not be so ?
It should and must!   This man was never made
To ply and mould himself like wax to others:
It goes against his heart j he cannot do it,
He has the spirit of a ruler, and
The station of a ruler.   Well for us
It is so!   Few can rule themselves, can use
Their wisdom wisely: happy for the whole
Where there is one among them that can be
A centre and a hold for many thousands j